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Claude stood between Mm and the door*

" What right have you to Interfere ?  I'm her husband/*

"And I'm the man who's protecting her from her
husband/"

They stared at each other in silence.

lc Cur ! " came at last from between Milk's teeth,

Shepherd found Ms calmness oozing away. He fought
for it, and as soon as he had it again he spoke.

*f Look here, Mills, whatever you and I call each other,
it'll be merely a case of the pot calling the kettle black, so
let's save our breath for more important matters, 1 caa*t
prevent your going to her, but 1 hope you won't till you've
talked over certain things with me. Anyhow, I beg you not
to go to her suddenly ; she's been poorly for months, and a
scene with you'ud be enough to kill her/1

" I don't wonder she's ill/* sneered Oliver. ff 1 expect
she's been having a hell of a time with you here. This is a
pretty place to bring a lady to,"

There was an emphasis, implying contrast, on the word
" lady " that sent the blood into Claude's face.

" You'd better not take that tone with me, or somebody
\1! get licked."

** Very likely. Cads that go off with other men's wives
generally end in getting licked/*

"Then Mr. Franklin ought to be here," sneered
Claude.

Oliver coloured, and mumbled something the other could
not hear,

** Yon see/' continued Shepherd, ** the sense of what I
said about the pot and the kettle. You and I are tarred
with the same brush* It's time we had this out, and we'll
never have it out wdess we keep cool. Take a chair/*

He pulled a chair towards the fire. At first Oliver would
not sit, but when Claude sat down, his dignity compelled

" Perhaps/* said Claude, " youll be so good as to tell me
what made you come here/*
Mils laughed.